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PREFACE.

THE sketches included in this volume were writ-
ten during a residence in the South, which has em-
braced the greater part of the past six years. As
far as they go they record real impressions; but
they can never give the inward charm of that beau-
tiful land which the writer has learned to love, and
from which she now severs herself with true regret.
Two of these sketches have appeared in the “ At-
lantic Monthly,” four in “ Appletons’ Journal,” and
one each in “Scribner’s Monthly,” “The Galaxy,”

“ Lippincott’s Monthly,” and “ Harper’s Magazine.”

C.F. W
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10 RODMAN THE KEEPER.

register, the loud-ticking clock on the wall, and the flag folded
. on a shelf, were all for the kept, whose names, in hastily writ- .
ten, blotted rolls of manuscript, were waiting to be transcribed
in the new red-bound ledgers in the keeper’s best handwriting
day by day, while the clock was to tell him the hour when the
flag must rise over the mounds where reposed the bodies of
fourteen thousand United States soldiers—who had languished
where once stood the prison-pens, on the opposite slopes, now
fair and peaceful in the sunset; who had fallen by the way in
long marches to and fro under the burning sun; who had
fought and died on the many battle-fields that reddened the
beautiful State, stretching from the peaks of the marble moun-
tains in the smoky west down to the sea-islands of the ocean
border. The last rim of the sun’s red ball had sunk below
the horizon line, and the western sky glowed with deep rose-
color, which faded away above into pink, into the salmon-tint,
into shades of that far-away heavenly emerald which the brush
of the earthly artist can never reproduce, but which is found
sometimes in the iridescent heart of the opal. The small
town, a mile distant, stood turning its back on the cemetery;
but the keeper could see the pleasant, rambling old mansions,
each with its rose-garden and neglected outlying fields, the
empty negro quarters falling into ruin, and everything just as
it stood when on that April morning the first gun was fired
on Sumter; apparently not a nail added, not a brushful of
paint applied, not a fallen brick replaced, or latch or lock re-
paired. The keeper had noted these things as he strolled
through the town, but not with surprise; for he had seen the
South in its first estate, when, fresh, strong, and fired with
enthusiasm, he, too, had marched away from his village home
with the colors flying above and the girls waving their hand-
kerchiefs behind, as the regiment, a thousand strong, filed
down the dusty road. That regiment, a weak, scarred two
hundred, came back a year later with lagging step and colors
tattered and scorched, and the girls could not wave their
handkerchiefs, wet and sodden with tears. But the keeper,






12 RODMAN THE KEEPER

but in averted looks, in sudden silences when he approached,
in withdrawals and avoidance, until he lived and moved in a
vacuum ; wherever he went there was presently no one save
himself ; the very shop-keeper who sold him sugar seemed
turned into a man of wood, and took his money reluctantly,
although the shilling gained stood perhaps for that day’s din-
ner. So Rodman withdrew himself, and came and went
among them no more; the broad acres of his domain gave
him as much exercise as his shattered ankle could bear; he
ordered his few supplies by the quantity, and began the life
of a solitary, his island marked out by the massive granite wall
with which the United States Government has carefully sur-
rounded those sad Southern cemeteries of hers; sad, not so
much from the number of the mounds representing youth
and strength cut off in their bloom, for that is but the for-
tune of war, as for the complete isolation which marks them.
“Strangers in a strange land” is the thought of all who,
coming and going to and from Florida, turn aside here and
there to stand for a moment among the closely ranged graves
which seem already a part of the past, that near past which
in our hurrying American life is even now so far away. The
Government work was completed before the keeper came;
the lines of the trenches were defined by low granite copings,
and the comparatively few single mounds were headed by
trim little white boards bearing generally the word * Un-
known,” but here and there a name and an age, in most cases
a boy from some far-away Northern State; “twenty-one,”
. “twenty-two,” said the inscriptions; the dates were those
" dark years among the sixties, measured now more than by
anything else in the number of maidens widowed in heart, a.na
women widowed indeed, who sit still and remember, while the
world rushes by. At sunrise the keeper ran up the stars and
stripes; and so precise were his ideas of the accessories be-
longing to the place, that from his own small store of money
he had taken enough, by stinting himself, to buy a second
flag for stormy weather, so that, rain or not, the colors should
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a belief composed entirely of negatives. As the season ad-
vanced, he worked all day in the sunshine. “My garden
looks well,” he said. “I like this cemetery because it is the
original resting-place of the dead who lie beneath. They
‘were not brought here from distant places, gathered up by
contract, numbered, and described like so much merchandise ;
their first repose has not been broken, their peace has been
" undisturbed. Hasty burials the prison authorities gave them;
the thin bodies were tumbled into the trenches by men almost
as thin, for the whole State went hungry in those dark days.
There were not many prayers, no tears, as the dead-carts
went the rounds. But the prayers had been said, and the
tears had fallen, while the poor fellows were still alive in the
pens yonder; and when at last death came, it was like a re-
lease. They suffered long ; and I for one believe that there-
fore shall their rest be long—long and sweet.”

After a time began the rain, the soft, persistent, gray rain
of the Southern lowlands, and he staid within and copied an-~
other thousand names into the ledger. He would not allow
himself the companionship of a dog lest the creature should
bark at night and disturb the quiet. There was no one to
hear save himself, and it would have been a friendly sound as

-he lay awake on his narrow iron bed, but it seemed to him
against the spirit of the place. He would not smoke, although
he had the soldier’s fondness for a pipe. Many a dreary even-
ing, beneath a hastily built shelter of boughs, when the rain
poured down and everything was comfortless, he had found
solace in the curling smoke; but now it seemed to him that
it would be incongruous, and at times he almost felt as if it
would be selfish too. * Z%ey can not smoke, you know, down
there under the wet grass,” he thought, as standing at the
window he looked toward the ranks of the mounds stretching
across the eastern end from side to side—* my parade-ground,”
he called it. And then he would smile at his own fancies,
‘draw the curtain, shut out the rain and the night, light his
lamp, and go to work on the ledgers again. Some of the
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fling along, gay as a lark. The keeper watched him coming
slowly down the white road, loitering by the way in the hot
blaze, stopping to tum a somersault or two, to dangle over a
bridge rail, to execute various impromptu capers all by him-
self. He reached the gate at last, entered, and, having come all
the way up the path in a hornpipe step, he set down his basket
at the door to indulge in one long and final double-shuffle
before knocking. “Stop that!” said the keeper through the
closed blinds. The little darkey darted back; but as nothing
further came out of the window—a boot, for instance, or some
other stray missile—he took courage, showed his ivories, and
drew near again. “ Do you suppese I am going to have you
stirring up the heat in that way? " demanded the keeper.

The little black grinned, but made no reply, unless smooth-
ing the hot white sand with his black toes could be construed
as such ; he now removed his rimless hat and made a bow.

“Is it, or is it not warm ? "’ asked the keeper, as a natural-
ist might inquire of a salamander, not referring to his own so
much as to the salamander’s ideas on the subject.

“Dunno, mars’,” replied the little black.

“How do yowu feel ?

“ 'Spects I feel all right, mars’.”

The keeper gave up the investigation, and presented to
the salamander a nickel cent. “I suppose there is no such
thing as a cool spring in all this melting country,” he said.

But the salamander indicated with his thumb a clump of
trees on the green plain north of the cemetery. “Ole Mars’
Ward’s place—cole spring dah.” He then departed, breaking
into a run after he had passed the gate, his ample mouth
watering at the thought of a certain chunk of taffy at the
mercantile establishment kept by Aunt Dinah in a corner of
her one-roomed cabin. At sunset the keeper went thirstily
out with a tin pail on his arm, in search of the cold spring.
“If it could only be like the spring down under the rocks
where I used to drink when I was a boy!” he thought. He
had never walked in that direction before. Indeed, now that
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The keeper entered, and found himself in a large, bare -
room; in one corner was some straw covered with an old
counterpane, in another a table and chair; a kettle hung in
the deep fireplace, and a few dishes stood on a shelf ; by the
door on a nail hung a gourd; he filled it and gave it to the
host of this desolate abode. The man drank with eagerness.

“ Pomp has gone to town,” he said, “ and I could not get
down to the spring to-day, I have had so much pain.”

« And when will Pomp return ?

“ He should be here now; he is very late to-night.”

“ Can I get you anything ?”

“ No, thank you ; he will soon be here.”

The keeper looked out over the waste ; there was no one
in sight. He was not a man of any especial kindliness—he
had himself been too hardly treated in life for that—but he
could not find it in his heart to leave this helpless creature all
alone with night so near. So he sat down on the door-step.
“1 will rest awhile,” he said, not asking but announcing it.
The man had turned away and closed his eyes again, and
they both remained silent, busy with their own thoughts; for
each had recognized the ex-soldier, Northern and Southern, in
portions of the old uniforms, and in the accent. The war
and its memories were still very near to the maimed, poverty-
stricken Confederate ; and the other knew that they were, and
did not obtrude himself.

Twilight fell, and no one came.

“ Let me get you something,” said Rodman; for the face
looked ghastly as the fever abated. The other refused.
Darkness came ; still, no one.

“ Look here,” said Rodman, rising, “ I have been wounded
myself, was in hospital for months; I know how you feel.
You must have food—a cup of tea, now, and a slice of toast,
brown and thin.”

“1 have not tasted tea or wheaten bread for weeks,” an-
swered the man; his voice died off into a wail, as though
feebleness and pain had drawn the cry from him in spite of
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A fire smoldered on the hearth and puffed out acrid smoke
now and then, as if the rain had clogged the soot in the long-
neglected chimney; from the streaked ceiling oozing drops
fell with a dull splash into little pools on the decayed floor ; the
door would not close; the broken panes were stopped with
rags, as if the old servant had tried to keep out the damp; in
the ashes a corn-cake was baking.

“I am afraid you have not been so well during these long
rainy days,” said the keeper, scanning the face on the straw.

“My old enemy, rheumatism,” answered the man; “the
first sunshine will drive it away.”

They talked awhile, or rather the keeper talked, for the
other seemed hardly able to speak, as the waves of pain
swept over him; then the visitor went outside and called
Pomp out. “JZs there any one to help him, or not?” he
asked impatiently.

“Fine fambly, befo’ de war,” began Pomp.

“ Never mind all that ; is there any one to help him now
—yes or no?”

“No,” said the old black with a burst of despairing truth-
fulness. “Miss Bettina, she’s as poor as Mars’ Ward, an’
dere’s no one else. He's had noth’n but hard corn-cake for
three days, an’ he can’t swaller it no more.”

The next morning saw Ward De Rosset lying on the
white pallet in the keeper’s cottage, and old Pomp, marveling
at the cleanliness all around him, installed as nurse. A strange.
asylum for a Confederate soldier, was it not? But he knew
nothing of the change, which he would have fought with his
last breath if consciousness had remained; returning fever,
however, had absorbed his senses, and then it was that the
keeper and the slave had borne him slowly across the waste,
resting many times, but accomplishing the journey at last.

That evening John Rodman, strolling to and fro in the
dusky twilight, paused alongside of the other Rodman. I
do not want him here, and that is the plain truth,” he said,
pursuing the current of his thoughts. “ He fills the house;
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agined that he did. “ That is what he would have said,” he
thought. “I am glad you do not object,” he added, pretend-
ing to himself that he had not noticed the rest of the remark.

“We do not object to the brave soldier who honestly
fought for his cause, even though he fought on the other
side,” answered Blank Rodman for the whole fourteen thou-
sand. “ But never let a coward, a double-face, or a flippant-
tongued idler walk over our heads. It would make us rise in
our graves!”

And the keeper seemed to see a shadowy pageant sweep
by—gaunt soldiers with white faces, arming anew against
the subtle product of peace: men who said, “It was no-
thing! Behold, we saw it with our eyes!”—stay-at-home
eyes.

The third day the fever abated, and Ward De Rosset no-
ticed his surroundings. Old Pomp acknowledged that he
had been moved, but veiled the locality : “ Toa frien’s house,
Mars’ Ward.”

“ But I have no friends now, Pomp,” said the weak voice.

Pomp was very much amused at the absurdity of this.
“No frien’s! Mars’ Ward, no frien’s!” He was obliged to
go out of the room to hide his laughter. The sick man lay
feebly thinking that the bed was cool and fresh, and the closed
green blinds pleasant ; his thin fingers stroked the linen sheet,
and his eyes wandered from object to object. The only thing
that broke the rule of bare utility in the simple room was a
square of white drawing-paper on the wall, upon which was
inscribed in ornamental text the following verse :

¢¢ Toujours femme varie,
Bien fou qui sy fie ;
Une femme souvent
N’est qu'une plume au vent.”

With the persistency of illness the eyes and mind of Ward De
Rosset went over and over this distich; he knew something
of French, but was unequal to the effort of translating ; the
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“1 must go back,” said the girl, rising. “A wagon will
be sent out for you, Ward ; Pomp will help you.”

But Ward had gained a little strength as well as obstinacy
with the nourishing food. * Not to-night,” he said.

“Yes, to-night.”

“But I can not go to-night ; you are unreasonable, Bettina.
To-morrow will do as well, if go I must.”

“If go you must! You do not want to go, then—to go
to our own home—and with me "— Her voice broke; she
turned toward the door.

The keeper stepped forward. “ This is all nonsense, Miss
Ward,” he said, “and you know it. Your cousin is in no
state to be moved. Wait a week or two, and he can -go in
safety. But do not dare to offer me your money again; my
kindness was to the soldier, not to the man, and as such he
can accept it. Come out and see him as often as you please.
I shall not intrude upon you. Pomp, take the lady home.”

And the lady went.

I~ Then began a remarkable existence for the four: a Con-

* federate soldier lying ill in the keeper’s cottage of a national
cemetery ; a rampant little rebel coming out daily to a place
which was to her anathema-maranatha ; a cynical, misan-
thropic keeper sleeping on the floor and enduring every va-
riety of discomfort for a man he never saw before—a man
belonging to an idle, arrogant class he detested ; and an old
black freedman allowing himself to be taught the alphabet in
order to gain permission to wait on his master—master no
longer in law—with all the devotion of his loving ald heart.
For the keeper had announced .to Pomp that he must learn
his alphabet or go; after all these years of theory, he, as a
New-Englander, could not stand by and see precious knowl-
edge shut from the black man. So he opened it, and mighty
dull work he found it.

Ward De Rosset did not rally as rapidly as they expected.
‘The white-haired doctor from the town rode out on horseback,
pacing slowly up the graveled roadway with a scowl on his






























38 RODMAN THE KEEPER.,

nized Miss Ward. With confident step she passed the dark
cottage, and brushed his arm with her robe as he lay unseen
in the shadow. She went down toward the parade-ground,
and his eyes followed her. Softly outlined in the moonlight,
she moved to and fro among the mounds, pausing often, and
once he thought she knelt. Then slowly she returned, and
he raised himself and waited; she saw him, started, then
paused.

“I thought you were away,” she said; “ Pomp told me

”

S0,
“You set him to watch me?"”
“Yes. I wished to come here once, and I did not wish to
meet you.”

“ Why did you wish to come?”

“ Because Ward was here—and because—because—never
mind. It is enough that I wished to walk once among those
mounds.”

“ And pray there?”

“ Well—and if I did!” said the girl deﬁantly

Rodman stood facing her, with his arms folded ; his eyes
rested on her face ; he said nothing.

“] am going away to-morrow,” began Miss Ward again,
assuming with an effort her old, pulseless manner. “I have
sold the place, and I shall never return, I think; I am going
far away.”

“Where? "

“ To Tennessee.”

“That is not so very far,” said the keeper, smiling.

“ There I shall begin a new exlstence, pursued the voice,
ignoring the comment.

“ You have scarcely begun the old; you are hardly more
than a child, now. What are you going to do in Tennes-
see?”

“Teach.”

“ Have you relatives there?”

“No.”














































































64 SISTER ST. LUKE.

“True. I had forgotten that,” said Keith.

One morning there came up a dense, soft, southern-sea
fog, “ The kind you can cut with a knife,” Carrington said.
It lasted for days, sweeping out to sea at night on the land
breeze, and lying in a gray bank low down on the horizon,
and then rolling in again in the morning enveloping the water
and the island in a thick white cloud which was not mist and
did not seem damp even, so freshly, softly salt was the feeling
it gave to the faces that went abroad in it. Carrington and
Keith, of course, must needs be out in it every moment of
the time. They walked down the beach for miles, hearing
the muffled sound of the near waves, but not seeing them.
They sailed in it not knowing whither they went, and they
drifted out at sunset and watched the land breeze lift it, roll it
up, and carry it out to sea, where distant ships on the horizon
line, bound southward, and nearer ones, sailing northward’
with the Gulf Stream, found themselves enveloped and both-
ered by their old and baffling foe. They went over to the reef
every morning, these two, and bathed in the fog, coming back
by sense of feeling, as it were, and landing not infrequently a
mile below or above the lighthouse; then what appetites
they had for breakfast! And, if it was not ready, they roamed
about, roaring like young lions. At least that is what Mel-
vyna said one morning when Carrington had put his curly
head into her kitchen door six times in the course of one half
hour.

The Sister shrank from the sea fog; she had never seen
one before, and she said it was like a great soft white creature
that came in on wings, and brooded over the earth. “Yes,
beautiful, perhaps,” she said in reply to Keith, “but it is so
strange—and—and—I know not how to say it—but it seems
like a place for spirits to walk, and not of the mortal kind.”

They were wandering down the beach, where Keith had
lured her to listen to the sound of the hidden waves. At that
moment Carrington loomed into view coming toward them.
He seemed of giant size as he appeared, passed them, and










































78 MISS ELISABETHA.

he not carefully taught her every one of those little turns and
quavers ? Taking the guitar from Theodore’s hand, she exe-
cuted all the flourishes slowly and precisely, making him fol-
low her, note for note. Then he must sing it all over again
while she beat the time with her long, slender foot, incased
in a black-silk slipper of her own making. The ladies of the
Daarg family always wore slippers—the heavy-sounding mod-
ern boot they considered a structure suitable only for persons
of plebeian origin. A lady should not even step perceptibly ;
she should glide.

“ Miss ’"Lisabeet, de toas’ is ready. Bress de chile, how
sweet he sings to-night ! Mos’ like de mock-bird’s self, Mass’
Doro.”

So spoke old Viny, the one servant of the house, a broad-
shouldered, jet-black, comfortable- creature, with her gray
wool peeping from beneath a gay turban. She had belonged
to Doro’s Spanish mother, but, when Miss Elisabetha came
South to take the house and care for the orphan-boy, she had
purchased the old woman, and set her free immediately.

“ It don’t make naw difference as I can see, Miss 'Lisa-
beet,” said Viny, when the new mistress carefully explained
to her that she was a free agent from that time forth. *’Pears
harnsome in you to do it, but it arn’t likely I'll leabe my chile,
my Doro-boy, long as I lib—is it, now? When I die, he’ll
have ole Viny burred nice, wid de priests, an’ de candles, an’
de singing, an’ all.”

“ Replace your guitar, Theodore,” said Miss Elisabetha,
rising, “and then walk to and fro between here and the gate
ten times. Walk briskly, and keep your mouth shut; after
singing you should always guard against the damps.”

The boy obeyed in his dreamy way, pacing down the white
path, made hard with pounded oyster-shells, to the high stone
wall. The old iron-clamped gate, which once hung between
the two pomegranate-topped pillars, was gone; for years it
had leaned tottering half across the entrance-way, threaten-
ing to brain every comer, but Miss Elisabetha had ordered its
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It had never even occurred to him that he need not so abso-
lutely obey her; and, to tell the truth, neither had it occurred
to her. Doro ate his simple supper standing—the Daarg
family never sat down gluttonously to supper, but browsed
lightly on some delicate fragments, moving about and chatting
meanwhile as though half forgetting they were eating at all.
Then Miss Elisabetha refilled his little glass, watched him
drink the clear amber liquid to the last drop, and bade him
good night in her even voice. He turned at the door and
made her a formal bow, not without grace ; she had carefully
taught him this salutation, and required it of him every night.

« I wish you a blessed rest, Theodore,” she said, courtesy-
ing in reply; “do not keep the light burning.”

Half an hour later, when the ancient maiden glided out of
her chamber, clad in a long frilled wrapper, the three curls in
papers on each side of her hgad, she saw no gleam from
under the low door of the little room across the hall; she lis-
tened, but there was no sound, and, satisfied, she retired to
her high couch and closed the gayly flowered curtains around
her. But, out on the small balcony which hung like a cage
from his eastern window, Doro stood, leaning over the iron
railing and listening, listening to the far sound of the sea.

Such had been the life down in the old house for sixteen
long, winterless years, the only changes being more difficult
music and more toast, longer lessons in French, longer legs
to the little blue trousers, increased attention to sea-baths and
deportment, and always and ever a careful saving of every
copper penny and battered shilling. What became of these
coins old Viny did not know; she only knew how patiently
they were collected, and how scrupulously saved. Miss Elisa-
betha attended to the orange-grove in person ; not one orange
was lost, and the annual waste of the other proprietors, an
ancient and matter-of-course waste, handed down from father
to son, represented in her purse not a few silver pieces. Pe-
dro, the Minorcan, who brought her fish and sea-food, she
had drilled from boyhood in his own art by sheer force of
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over the strings, with long pauses, and unexpected minor
harmony introduced, turning the air suddenly upside down,
and then back again before one had time to comprehend what
was going on. “ Heaven help me ! ” said Miss Elisabetha, as
the melody began again for the sixth time, “ but I fear I am
sinful enough to hate that miller’s daughter.” And it was
very remarkable, to say the least, that a person in her position
“was possessed of a jewel to tremble in her ear,” she added
censoriously, “ not even to speak of a necklace.” But the
comfort was cold, and, before she knew it, slow, troubled tears
had dampened her pillow.

Early the next morning she was astir by candle-light, and,
going into the detached kitchen, began preparing breakfast
with her own hands, adding to the delicacies already ordered
certain honey-cakes, an heirloom in the Daarg family. Viny
could scarcely believe her eyes when, on coming down to her
domain at the usual hour, she found the great fireplace glow-
ing, and the air filled with the fragrance of spices; Christmas
alone had heretofore seen these honey-cakes, and to-day was
only a common day ! .

“I do not care for anything, aunt,” said Doro, coming
listlessly to the table when all was ready. He drank some
coffee, broke a piece of bread, and then went back to his gui-
tar ; the honey-cakes he did not even notice.

One more effort remained. Going softly into the parlor
during the morning, Miss Elisabetha opened the piano, and,
playing over the prelude to “ The Proud Ladye,” began to
sing in her very best style, giving the flourishes with elaborate
art, scarcely a note without a little step down from the one
next higher; these airy descents, like flights of fairy stairs,
were considered very high art in the days of Monsieur Vo-
card. She was in the middle of “ a-weeping and a-weeping,”
when Doro rushed into the room. “O aunt,” he cried,
“ please, please do not sing! Indeed, I can not bear it. We
have been all wrong about our music; I can not explain it,
but I feel it—I know it. If you could only hear her! Come
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advantages. “ That he will succeed, I do not doubt,” she
said ; “but in any case he shall not want.”

Miss Elisabetha was still standing.

“Want ?” she repeated; “ Theodore want? I should
think not.”

“ He shall have the best instructors,” pursued Kernadi, all
unheeding. To do her justice, she meant all she said. It is
ever a fancy of singers to discover singers—provided they sing
other 7dles.

“ Madame, I have the honor of instructing him myself.”

“Ah, indeed. Very kind of you, I am sure; but—but no
doubt you will be glad to give up the task. And he shall see
all the great cities of Europe, and hear their music. I am
down here merely for a short change—having taken cold in
your miserable New York climate ; but I have my usual en-
gagements in London, St. Petersburg, Vienna, and Paris, you
know.”

“ No, madame, I do not know,” was the stiff reply.

Kernadi opened her fine eyes still wider. It was true,
then, and not a pretense. People really lived—white people,
too—who knew nothing of her and her movements! She
thought, in her vague way, that she really must give some-
thing to the missionaries ; and then she went back to
Doro. :

“It will be a great advantage to him to see artist-life
abroad—"' she began.

“1 intend him to see it,” replied Miss Elisabetha.

“ But he should have the right companions—advisers—"

« 7 shall be with him, madame.”

The diva surveyed the figure before her, and amusement
shone in her eyes.

“ But you will find it fatiguing,” she said—* so much jour-
neying, so much change! Nay, ma'm’selle, remain at home
in your peaceful quiet, and trust the boy to me.” She had
sunk back upon her cushions, and, catching a glimpse of her
face in the mirror, she added, smiling: “ One thing more.
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light that comes before sleep, it was only to wonder over her
distress—a wonder soon indolently comforted by the belief
that she would be calm and reasonable in the morning. But,
across the hall, a gray old woman sat, her money beside her,
and the hands that had earned it idle in her lap. God keep
us from such a vigil!

And did she leave him? No; not even when the “ him”
became “ them.”

The careless young wife, knowing nothing save how to
love, queened it right royally over the old house, and the little
brown brothers and sisters ran riot through every room. The
piano was soon broken by the ignorant hands that sounded
its chords at random ; but only Doro played on it now, and
nothing pleased him so well as to improvise melodies from
the plaintive Minorcan songs the little wife sang in her velvet
voice. Years passed; the money was all spent, and the
house full—a careless, idle, ignorant, happy brood, asking for
nothing, planning not at all, working not at all, but loving
each other in their own way, contented to sit in the sunshine,
and laugh, and eat, and sing, all the day long. The tall, gaunt
figure that came and went among them, laboring ceaselessly,
striving always against the current, they regarded with toler-
ating eyes as a species differing from theirs, but good in its
way, especially for work. The children loved the still silent
old woman, and generously allowed her to take care of them
until she tried to teach them ; then away they flew like wild
birds of the forest, and not one learned more than the alpha-
bet. .

Doro died first, a middle-aged man; gently he passed
away without pain, without a care. “You have been very
good to me, aunt; my life has been a happy one ; I have had
nothing to wish for,” he murmured, as she bent to catch the
last look from his dying eyes.

He was gone; and she bore on the burden he had left to
her. Isaw herlast year—an old, old woman, but working still.
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hardly at Gardiston. Still, in their isolated situation away
from the main roads, their well-known poverty a safeguard,
they had not so much as heard a drum or seen a uniform,
blue or gray, and this was a rare and fortunate exemption in
those troublous times ; and when the war was at last ended,
Miss Margaretta found herself no poorer than she was before,
with this great advantage added, that now everybody was
poor, and, indeed, it was despicable to be anything else. She
bloomed out into a new cheerfulness under this congenial
state of things, and even invited one or two contemporaries
still remaining on the old plantations in the neighborhood to
spend several days at Gardiston. Two ancient dames accepted
the invitation, and the state the three kept together in the old
drawing-room under the family portraits, the sweep of their
narrow-skirted, old-fashioned silk gowns on the inlaid stair-
case when they went down to dinner, the supreme uncon-
sciousness of the break-neck condition of the marble flooring
and the mold-streaked walls, the airy way in which they drank
their tea out of the crocodile cups, and told little stories of
fifty years before, filled Gardis with admiring respect. She
sat, as it were, in the shadow of their greatness, and obedient-
ly ate only of those dishes that required a fork, since the three
spoons were, of course, in use. During this memorable visit
Cousin Copeland was always “engaged in his study” at
meal-times; but in the evening he appeared, radiant and
smiling, and then the four played whist together on the Chi-
nese table, and the ladies fanned themselves with stately
grace, while Cousin Copeland dealt not only the cards,
but compliments also—both equally old-fashioned and well
preserved.

But within this first year of peace Miss Margaretta had died
—an old lady of seventy-tive, but bright and strong as a winter
apple. Gardis and Cousin Copeland, left alone, moved on in
the same way : it was the only way they knew. Cousin Cope-
land lived only in the past, Gardis in the present; and indeed
the future, so anxiously considered always by the busy, rest-
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“Thanks,” said Gardis mechanically ; but she was alarmed ;
they both saw that.

“ I assure you, Miss Duke, that there is not the slightest
cause for nervousness,” said the younger officer, bowing as he
spoke.

“And your servants will not be enticed away, either,”
added the other.

“We have only two, and they—would pot go,” replied
Gardis, not aggressively, but merely stating her facts.

The glimmer of a smile crossed the face of the younger
officer, but the other remained unmoved. .

“My name, madam, is Newell—David Newell, captain
commanding the company that will be encamped here. 1
beg you to send me word immediately if anything occurs to
disturb your quiet,” he said.

Then the two saluted the little mistress with formal cour-
tesy, and departed, walking down the path together with a
quick step and soldierly bearing, as though they were on
parade.

“ QOught I to have asked them in?” thought Gardis ; and
she went slowly up to the drawing-room again and closed the
piano. “I wonder who said ‘bravo’? The younger one, I
presume.” And she presumed correctly.

At lunch (corn-bread and milk) Cousin Copeland’s old-
young face appeared promptly at the dining-room door.
Cousin Copeland, Miss Margaretta’s cousin, was a little old
bachelor, whose thin dark hair had not turned gray, and
whose small bright eyes needed no spectacles; he dressed
always in black, with low shoes on his small feet, and his
clothes seemed never to wear out, perhaps because his little
frame hardly touched them anywhere ; the cloth certainly was
not strained. Everything he wore was so old-fashioned, how-
ever, that he looked like the pictures of the high-collared,
solemn little men who, accompanied by ladies all bonnet, are
depicted in English Sunday-school books following funeral
processions, generally of the good children who die young.
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the recital. He had not the bitter feelings of Miss Margaretta
concerning the late war; in fact, he had never come down
much farther than the Revolution, having merely skirmished
a little, as it were, with the war of 1812; but he knew his
cousin’s opinions, and respected their memory. So he “ear-
nestly hoped ” that some other site would be selected for the
camp. Upon being told that the blue army-wagons had al-
ready arrived, he then “ earnestly hoped” that the encamp-
ment would not be of long continuance. Cousin Copeland
had hoped a great many things during his life; his capacity
for hoping was cheering and unhmited; a hope carefully
worded and delivered seemed to him almost the same thing
as reality; he made you a present of it, and rubbed his little
hands cheerfully afterward, as though now all had been said.

“Do you think I should have asked them in ? " said Gar-
dis, hesitatingly.

“ Most certainly, most certainly. Hospitality has ever
been one of our characteristics as a family,” said Cousin
Copeland, finishing the last spoonful of milk, which had come
out exactly even with the last little square of corn-bread.

“ But I did not ask them.” _ :

“ Do I hear you aright? You did not ask them, Cousin
Gardiston 2™ said the little bachelor, pausing gravely by the
table, one hand resting on.its shining mahogany, the other
extended in the attitude of surprise.

* Yes, Cousin Copeland, you do.” But these are officers of
the United States army, and you know Aunt Margaretta’s
feelings regarding them.”

“ True,” said Cousin Copeland, dropping his arm ; “you
are right; I had forgotten. But it is a very sad state of
things, my dear—very sad. It was not so in the old days at
QGardiston House : then we should have invited them to din-
ner.”

“We could not do that,” said Gardis thoughtfully, “ on
account of forks and spoons ; there would not be enough to
go— But I would not invite them anyway,” she added, the
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House on one of the captain’s horses; he explained at some
length that he had been quite a man of mettle in his youth as
regards horse-flesh—* often riding, sir, ten and fifteen miles a
day.”

“1 will go in for a moment, I think,” said the young offi-
cer, as they arrived at the old gate.

*“ Most certainly,” said Cousin Copeland cordially ; “Gar-
dis will be delighted to see you.”

“Will she ? ” said the captain.

Clouds had gathered, a raw wind from the ocean swept
over the land, and fine rain was beginning to fall. The house
seemed dark and damp as the two entered it. Gardis listened
to Cousin Copeland’s detailed little narrative in silence, and
made no comments while he was present; but when he left
the room for a moment she said abruptly:

« Sir, you will make no repairs, and you will take no steps
toward procuring a tenant for our property in the city. I will
not allow it.” :

“ And why may I not do it as well as any other person ?
said Captain Newell.

*You are not ¢ any other person,” and you know it,” said
Gandis, with flushed cheeks. “I do not choose to receive a
faver from your hands.”

* It is 2 mere business transaction, Miss Duke.”

“It is not. You know you intend to make the repairs
yeurseif,” cried the girl passionately.

“And if I do so intend? It will only be advancing the
maoney, and you can pay me interest if you like. The city
wili cettainly regain her old position in time; my venture is a
sure one.  But I w34 to assist you, Miss Duke; I do not
RS

“Aud U will not allow it ! ™

“\What will you do then 2™

ol hnowk ™ said Gandis. * But I would rather starve
than anvept assistance from you,”  Her eyes were full of tears
woahe apade, bat she held her head proudly erect.
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placed it upon the table, where its dim light made the large
apartment more dismal than before; the rain poured down
outside, and the rising wind rattled the loose shutters. Din-
ner was announced—one small fish, potatoes, and corn-bread.
Pale Gardis sat like a statue at the head of the table, and
made no effort to entertain the guest; but Cousin Copeland
threw himself bravely into the breach, and, by way of diver-
sion, related the whole story of the unchronicled “ wife of one
of our grandfather’s second cousins,” who had turned out to
be a most remarkable personage of Welsh descent, her golden
harp having once stood in the very room in which they were
now seated.

“Do you not think, my child, that a—a little fire in your
aunt Margaretta’s boudoir would—would be conducive to our
comfort ?” suggested the little bachelor, as they rose from
the table.

“ As you please,” said Gardis.

So the three repaired thither, and when the old red cur-
tains were drawn, and the fire lighted, the little room had at
least a semblance of comfort, whatever may have been in the
hearts of its occupants. Gardis embroidered, Cousin Cope-
land chatted on in a steady little stream, and the guest lis-
tened. “I will step up stairs to my study, and bring down
that file of documents,” said the bachelor, rising. He was
gone, and left only silence behind him. Gardis did not raise
her head, but went steadily on with the embroidered robe of
the Queen of Sheba.

“I am thinking,” began David Newell, breaking the long
pause at last, “ how comfortable you would be, Miss Duke, as
the wife of Roger Saxton. He would take you North, away
from this old house, and he would be so proud and so fond
of you.”

No answer.

“The place could be put in order if you did not care to
sell it, and your cousin Copeland could live on here as usual ;
indeed, ¥ could scarcely imagine him in any other home.”
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Saxton loves you, and has gone away with a saddened
heart.”

This was said gravely. “As though,” Miss Duke re-
marked to herself—*really as though a heart was of conse-
quence !”

“1 presume he will soon forget,” she said carelessly, as
she took up her embroidery again.

“Yes, no doubt,” replied Captain Newell. “I remember
once on Staten Island, and again out in Mississippi, when he
was even more— Yes, as.you say, he will soon forget.”

“Then why do you so continually speak of him?” said
Miss Duke sharply. Such prompt corroboration was not,
after all, as agreeable as it should have been to a well-regu-
lated mind.

“1 speak of him, Miss Duke, because I wish to know
whether it is only your Southern girlish pride that speaks, or
whether you really, as would be most natural, love him as he
loves you; for, in the latter case, you would be able, I think,
to fix and retain his somewhat fickle fancy. He is a fine
fellow, and, as I said before, it would be but natural, Miss
Duke, that you should love him.”

“1 do not love him,” said Gardis, quickly and angrily, put-
ting in her stitches all wrong. Who was this person, daring
to assume what would or would not be natural for her to do?

“Very well; I believe iyou. And now that I know the
truth, I will tell you why I come here : you have asked me
several times. I too love you, Miss Duke.”

Gardis had risen. “ You? ” she said—*you?”

“Yes, I; Itoo.”

~ He was standing also, and they gazed at each other a
moment in silence. .

“1 will never marry you,” said the girl at last—* never !
never! You do not, can not, understand the hearts of South-
ern women, sir.”

“T have not asked you to marry me, Miss Duke,” said the
young soldier composedly; “and the hearts of Southern wo-
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over the tops of the trees. "When the whole upper story was
one sheet of red and yellow, some one rode furiously up the
road and into the garden, where Gardis stood alone, her little
figure illumined by the glare; nearer the house the two old
servants were at work, trying to save some of the furniture
from the lower rooms.

“I saw the light and hurried back, Miss Duke,” began
Captain Newell. Then, as he saw the wan desolation of the
girl’s face: “ O Gardis ! why will you resist me longer?” he
cried passionately. “You shall be anything you like, think
anything you like—only love me, dear, as I love you.”

And Gardis burst into tears. “I can not help it,” she
sobbed ; “everything is against me. The very house is burn-
ing before my eyes. O David, David! it is all wrong; every-
thing is wrong. But what can I do when—when you hold
me so, and when— Oh, donot ask me any more.”

“But I shall,” said Newell, his face flushing with deep
happiness. “ When what, dear?”

“When I—"

“Love me?” said Newell. He would have it spoken.

“Yes,” whispered Gardis, hanging her head.

“ And I have adored the very shoe-tie of my proud little
love ever since I first saw her sweet face at the drawing-room
window,” said Newell, holding her close and closer, and gaz-
ing down into her eyes with the deep gaze of the quiet heart
that loves but once.

And the old house burned on, burned as though it knew a
contractor’s wife was waiting for it. “I see our Gardis is
provided for,” said the old house. “She never was a real
Gardiston—only a Duke; so it is just as well. As for that
contractor’s wife, she shall have nothing; not a Chinese
image, not a spindle-legged chair, not one crocodile cup—no,
not even one stone upon another.”

It kept its word : in the morning there was nothing left.
Old Gardiston was gone!
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upon the younger man'’s shoes, where traces of the ink-black
soil of South Devil were plainly visible.

Carl laughed. “Can’t keep anything from your Yankee
eyes, can I, Mark ? ” he said. “ But I only went a little way.”

“It isn’t the distance, it’s the folly,” said Mark, shortly,
going toward the house.

“I never pretended to be wise,” answered Carl, slouching
along behind him, with his hands wrapped in his blue cotton
handkerchief, arranged like a muff.

Although Deal worked hard in his fields all day, he did
not cook. In a third out-building lived a gray-headed old
negro with one eye, who cooked for the new tenant—and
cooked well. His name was Scipio, but Carl called him Af-
ricanus ; he said it was equally appropriate, and sounded
more impressive. Scip’s kitchen was out-of-doors—simply
an old Spanish chimney. His kettle and few dishes, when
not in use, hung on the sides of this chimney, which now, all
alone in the white sand, like an obelisk, cooked solemnly the
old negro’s messes, as half a century before it had cooked the
more dignified repasts of the dead hidalgos. The brothers
ate in the open air also, sitting at a rough board table which
Mark had made behind the house. They had breakfast soon
after daylight, and at sunset dinner ; in the middle of the
day they took only fruit and bread.

“ Day after to-morrow will be Christmas,” said Carl,
leaving the table and lighting his long pipe. * What are you
going todo?”

“1 had not thought of doing anything in particular.”

“ Well, at least don’t work on Christmas day.”

“ What would you have me do?”

Carl took his pipe from his mouth, and gazed at his broth-
er in silence for a moment. “Go into the swamp with me,”
he urged, with sudden vehemence. “ Come—for the whole
day!”

yDeal was smoking, too, a short clay pipe, very different
from the huge, fantastic, carved bowl with long stem which
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brother, but as though he was a long distance off. Then Deal
lifted him up, uncorked the flask, and put it to his lips.

“Drink !” he said, loudly and sternly; and mechanically
Carl obeyed. Once or twice his head moved aside, as if re-
fusing more; but Deal again said, “Drink!” and without
pity made the sleeper swallow every drop the flask contained.
Then he laid him down upon the coat again, and covered his
face and head with his own broad-brimmed palmetto hat,
Carl’s hat having been lost. He had done all he could—
changed the lethargy of the South Devil into the sleep of
drunkenness, the last named at least a human slumber. He
was now left to keep the watch alone.

During the first half hour a dozen red and green things,
of the centipede and scorpion kind, stupefied by the glare of
the torches, fell from the trees; and he dispatched them.
Next, enormous grayish-white spiders, in color exactly like
the bark, moved slowly one furred leg into view, and then an-
other, on the trunks of the cypresses near by, gradually com-
ing wholly into the light—creatures covering a circumference
as large as that of a plate. At length the cypresses all
around the knoll were covered with them ; and they all seemed
to be watching him. He was not watching the spiders, how-
ever; he cared very little for the spiders. His eyes were
upon the ground all the time, moving along the borders of his
little knoll-fort. It was bounded on two sides by pools, in
whose dark depths he knew moccasins were awake, watching
the light, too, with whatever of curiosity belongs te a snake’s
cold brain. His torches aroused them ; and yet darkness would
have been worse. In the light he could at least see them, if
they glided forth and tried to ascend the brilliant knoll. After
a while they began to rise to the surface; he could distinguish
portions of their bodies in waving lines, moving noiselessly
hither and thither, appearing and disappearing suddenly, until
the pools around seemed alive with them. There was not a
sound ; the soaked forest stood motionless. The absolute
stillness made the quick gliding motions of the moccasins
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“No; I gave it to him,” Carl answered, thickly and
slowly.

“You gave it to him? ”

“T lost it—at cards.”

“Cards!” .

Deal had never thought of that., All at once the whole
flashed upon him: the gambler who was always “around ”
with the “orchestra fellows”; the “restaurant” at San
Miguel where he helped “entertain ” the guests; the proba-
bility that business was slack in the ancient little town, unac-
customed to such luxuries; and the treasure-trove of an old
acquaintance within a day’s journey—an old acquaintance
like Carl, who had come also into happy possession of a rich
brother. A rich brother !'—probably that was what Schwartz
called him!

At any rate, rich or poor, Schwartz had it all. With the
exception of one hundred dollars which he had left at San
Miguel as a deposit, he had now only five dollars in the
world ; Carl had gambled away his all.

It was a hard blow.

He lifted his brother in his arms and carried him in to his
hammock. A few minutes later, staff in hand, he started
down the live-oak avenue toward the old road which led
northward to San Miguel. The moonlight was brilliant ; he
walked all night. At dawn he was searching the little city:

Yes, the man was known there. He frequented the Es-
meralda Parlors. The Esmeralda Parlors, however, repre-
sented by an attendant, a Northern mulatto, with straight
features, long, narrow eyes, and pale-golden skin, a bronze
piece of insolence, who was also more faultlessly dressed than
any one else in San Miguel, suavely replied that Schwartz
" was no longer one of their “guests”; he had severed his
connection with the Parlors several days before. Where was
he? The Parlors had no idea.

But the men about the docks knew. Schwartz had been
seen the previous evening negotiating passage at the last mo-
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Twelve days had passed, and had grown to fourteen;
Carl was no stronger. He was very gentle now, like a sick
child. Deal was seized with a fear that this soft quiet was
the peace that often comes before the last to the poor racked
frame of the consumptive. He gave up all but the necessary
work, and stayed with Carl all day. The blue-eyed ghost
smiled, but said little ; into its clouded mind penetrated but
one ray—“ Wait fifteen days.” Mark had decided that
the sentence meant nothing but some wandering fancy.
Spring in all her superb luxuriance was now wreathing Flori-
da with flowers ; the spring flowers met the old flowers, the
spring leaves met the old leaves. The yellow jessamine
climbed over miles of thicket; the myriad purple balls of the
sensitive-plant starred the ground ; the atamasco lilies grew
whitely, each one shining all alone, in the wet woods; choco-
late-hued orchids nodded, and the rose-colored ones rang
their bells, at the edge of the barren. The old causeway
across the sugar waste was blue with violets, and Mark car-
ried Carl thither; he would lie there contentedly in the sun-
shine for hours, his pale fingers toying with the blue blos-
soms, his eyes lifted to the green line of South Devil across
the sapphire sky.

One afternoon he fell asleep thexe, and Mark left him, to
cook their dinner. When he came back, his step-brother’s
eyes had reason in them once more, or rather remembrance.

“Old fellow,” he said, as Mark, surprised and somewhat
alarmed at the change, sat down beside him, “you got me out
of the swamp, I suppose ? I don’t remember getting myself
out. Now I want to ask something. I'm going to leave this
world in a few days, and try it in another; better luck next
time, you know. What I want to ask is that you’ll take me
up and bury me at San Miguel in a little old burying-ground
they have there, on a knoll overlooking the ocean. I don’t
want to lie here with the Dons and the Aztecs; and, besides,
I particularly want to be carried through the swamp. Take
me through in the canoe, as I went the last time; it’s the
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bility ; it becomes at once an outlaw. I ascended the crazy,
sunken steps that led to the front door, and lifted the knocker
that hung there as if in mockery; who ever knocked there
now save perhaps a river-god with his wet fingers as he hur- -
ried by, mounted on the foaming freshet, to ravage and lay
waste again the poor, desolate fields ? But no spirit came to
the door, neither came the swarm of funny little black faces I
had expected ; instead, I saw before me a white woman, tall,
thin, and gray-haired. Silently she stood there, her great,
dark eyes, still and sad, looking at me as much as to say,
“ By what right are you here ? ”

“ Excuse me, madam,” was my involuntary beginning ;
then I somewhat stupidly asked for a glass of water.

“ I would not advise you to drink the water we have here ;
it is not good,” replied the woman. I knew it was not; the
water is never good down on the levels. But I was very stu-
pid that day.

“ I should like to rest a while,” was my next attempt. It
brought out a wooden chair, but no cordiality. I tried every-
thing I could think of in the way of subjects for conversation,
but elicited no replies beyond monosyllables. I could not
very well say, “ Who are you, and how came you here?” and
yet that was exactly what I wanted to know. The woman'’s
face baffled me, and I do not like to be baffled. It was a face
that was old and at the same time young; it had deep lines,
it was colorless, and the heavy hair was gray; and still I felt
that it was not old in years, but that it was like the peaches
we find sometimes on the ground, old, wrinkled, and withered,
yet showing here and there traces of that evanescent bloom
which comes before the ripeness. The eyes haunted me;
they haunt me now, the dry, still eyes of immovable, hopeless
grief. I thought, “ Oh, if I could only help her!” but all I
said was, “ I fear I am keeping you standing ”; for that is the
senseless way we human creatures talk to each other.

Her answer was not encouraging.

“Yes,” she replied, in her brief way, and said no more.
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tily down under the sod, and then the brigade moved on; ‘no
man knoweth his sepulchre unto this day.’

* Next John went, my second brother. He said good-by,
and marched away northward—northward, northward, always
northward—to cold, corpse-strewed Virginia, who cried aloud
to us continually, *More! more!” Her roads are marked
with dcath from her Peaks of Otter to the sea, and her great
valley ran red. We went to her from all over the South, from
Alabama, Florida, and Georgia, and from our own Carolina.
We dicd there by thousands, and by tens of thousands. O
Virginia, our dead lie thick in thy tidewater plains, in thy
tangled Wilderness, and along thy river-shores, with faces up-
turned, and hearts still for ever.

*“ John came back to us once, and wedded the fair gid to
whom he was betrothed. It was a sad bridal, although we
made it as gay as we could ; for we had come to the times of
determined gayety then. The tone of society was like the
determinedly gay quicksteps which the regimental bands play
when returning from a funeral, as much as to say, ‘ Le roi est
mort, vivele roi !’ So we turned our old silk dresses, and made
a brave appearance; if our shoes were shabby, we hid them
under our skirts as well as we could, and held our heads the
higher. Maum Sally made a big wedding-cake, as of old,
and we went without meat to pay for the spices in it; such
luxuries we obtained from the blockade-runners now and then,
but they were worth almost their weight in gold. Then John,
too, left us. In four months he also was taken—killed by
guerrillas, it is supposed, as he rode through a lonely moun-
tain-defile. He was not found for weeks; the snow fell and
covered him, mercifully giving the burial the frozen earth de-
nied. After a while the tidings came to us, and poor Mabel
slowly wept herself into the grave. She was a loving-hearted
little creature, and her life was crushed. She looked at her
baby once, called his name John, and then died. The child,
that boy yonder, seems to have inherited her grief. He sheds
no tears, however ; his girl-mother shed them all, both for
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tory. Very well; you are face to face now with the wife of
one of them.

“You did not expect such an ending, did you? You have
always thought of spies as outcasts, degraded wretches, and,
if you remembered their wives at all, it was with the idea that
they had not much feeling, probably, being so low dawn in
the scale of humanity. But, madam, in those bitter, hurrying
days men were shot as spies who were no spies. Nay, let
me finish; I know quite well that the shooting was not con-
fined to one side; I acknowledge that; but it was done, and
mistakes were made. Now and then chance brings a case to
light, so unmistakable in its proof that those who hear it
shudder—as now and then also chance brings a coffin to light
whose occupant was buried alive, and came to himself when
it was too late. But what of the cases that chance does 7o
bring to light ?

“ My husband was no spy; but it had been a trying time
for the Northern commanders: suspicion lurked everywhere ;
the whole North clamored to them to advance, and yet their
plans, as fast as they made them, were betrayed in some way
to the enemy. An example was needed—my husband fell in
the way.

“He explained the suspicious circumstances of his case,
but a cloud of witnesses rose up against him, and he proudly
closed his lips. They gave him short shrift; that same day
he was led out and met his death in the presence of thou-
sands. They told me that he was quite calm, and held him-
self proudly; at the last he turned his face to the south, as if
he were gazing down, down, into the very heart of that land
for whose sake he was about to die. I think he saw the cot-
ton-fields then, and our home; I think he saw me, also, for
the last time.

“ By the end of that year, madam, my black hair was gray,
as you see it now; I was an old woman at nineteen.

“My father and I and that grave-eyed baby lived on in
the old house. Our servants had left us, all save one, old
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by my fears for him, I followed. There was a mélée in the
road before our house; a high wind blew the thick dust in
my eyes and half blinded me, so that I only saw struggling
forms on foot and on horseback, and could not distinguish
friend or foe. Intothis group my fatherrushed. I never knew
the cause of the contest; probably it was an ill-advised attack
by some of our people, fiery and reasonless always. But,
whatever it was, at length there came one, two, three shots,
and then the group broke apart. I rushed forward and re-
ceived my old.father in my arms, dying—dead. His head lay
on my shoulder as I knelt in the white road, and his silver
hair was dabbled with blood ; he had been shot through the
head and breast, and lived but a moment.

“We carried him back to the house, old Cassy and I,
slowly, and with little regard for the bullets whiche ndw- -
whistled through the air; for the first shots had brought ta=. -
gether the scattered cavalrymen, who now rode through the
streets firing right and left, more at random, I think, than
with direct aim, yet still determined to ‘frighten the rebels,’
and avenge the soldier, one of their number, who had been
killed at the beginnﬁlg of the fray. We laid my father down
in the center of the hall, and prepared him for his long sleep.
No one came to help us; no one came to sorrow with us;
each household gathered its own together and waited with
bated breath for what was still to come. I watched alone
beside my dead that night, the house-doors stood wide open,
and lights burned at the head and foot of the couch. I said
to ‘myself, ‘Let them come now and take their fill.” But no
one disturbed me, and I kept my vigil from midnight until
dawn; then there came a sound of many feet, and when the
sun rose our streets were full of blue-coated soldiers, thou-
sands upon thousands ; one wing of the great army was march-
ing through. There was still hot anger against us for our
resistance, and when the commanding officers arrived they
ordered guards to be stationed at every house, with orders to
shoot any man or boy who showed himself outside of his
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will be things of the past. It may be so; I do not know. I
do not know anything certainly any more, for my world has
been torn asunder, and I am uprooted and lost. No, you can
not help me, no one can help me. I can not adjust myself to
the new order of things; I can not fit myself in new soil ; the
fibers are broken. Leave me alone, and give your help to the
young ; they can profit by it. The child? Well, if—if you
really wish it, I will not oppose you. Take him, and bring
him up in your rich, prosperous North; the South has no
place for him. Go, and God speed you! But, as for me, I
will abide in mine own country. It will not be until such as
I have gone from earth that the new blood can come to her.
Let us alone; we will watch the old life out with her, and
when her new dawning comes we shall have joined our dead,
and all of us, our errors, our sins, and our sufferings will be
forgotten.”
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could converse with her readily, although we were slow to
comprehend the patois of the old people, which seemed to
borrow as much from the Italian tongue and the Greek as
from its mother Spanish. “I know a great deal,” Felipa re-
marked confidently, “for my father taught me. He had sailed
on the ocean out of sight of land, and he knew many things.
These he taught tome. Do the gracious ladies think there is
anything else to know?”

One of the gracious ladies thought not, decidedly. In
answer to my remonstrance, expressed in English, she said,
“Teach a child like that, and you ruin her.”

“Ruin her?”

“ Ruin her happiness—the same thing.”

Felipa had a dog, a second self—a great gaunt yellow
creature of unknown breed, with crooked legs, big feet, and
the name Drollo. What Drollo meant, or whether it was an
abbreviation, we never knew; but there was a certain satis-
faction in it, for the dog was droll: the fact that the Minorcan
title, whatever it was, meant nothing of that sort, made it all
the better. We never saw Felipa without Drollo. “They
look a good deal alike,” observed Christine—*the same col-
oring.”

“For shame !” I said.

But it was true. The child’s bronzed yellow skin and soft
eyes were not unlike the dog’s, but her head was crowned
with a mass of short black curls, while Drollo had only his
two great flapping ears and his low smooth head. Give him
an inch or two more of skull, and what a creature a dog
would be! For love and faithfulness even now what man can
match him? But, although ugly, Felipa was a picturesque
little object always, whether attired in boy’s clothes or in her
own forlorn bodice and skirt. Olive-hued and meager-faced,
lithe and thin, she flew over the pine-barrens like a creature
of air, laughing to feel her short curls toss and her thin child-
ish arms buoyed up on the breeze as she ran, with Drollo
barking behind. For she loved the winds, and always knew
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The next day the boat returned, and brought back five
persons, the old grandfather, Felipa, Drollo, Miguel of the
island, and—Edward Bowne.

“ Already ?” I said.

“ Tired of the Madre, Kitty; thought I would come up
here and see you for a while. I knew you must be pining for
me.” '

“ Certainly,” I replied ; “ do you not see how I have wast-
ed away? ”

He drew my arm through his and raced me down the
plank-walk toward the shore, where I arrived laughing and
out of breath.

“ Where is Christine ? " he asked.

I came back into the traces at once. * Over there in the
hammock. You wish to go to the house first, I suppose?"

“ Of course not.”

“But she did not come to meet you, Edward, although
she knew you had landed.”

“Of course not, also.”

“I do not understand you two.”

“And of course not, a third time,” said Edward, looking
down at me with a smile. “ What do peaceful little artists
know about war?”

“Is it war?”

“Something very like it, Kitty. What is that you are
carrying ?

“Oh ! my new sketch. What do you think of it?”

“ Good, very good. Some little girl about here, I suppose ?

“Why, it is Felipa!”

“And who is Felipa? Seems to me I have seen that old
dog, though.”

“Of course you have; he was in the boat with you, and
"so was Felipa; but she was dressed in boy’s clothes, and that
gives her a different look.”

“Qh! that boy? I remember him. His name is Philip.
He is a funny little fellow,” said Edward calmly.












208 FELIPA.

Christine. “ Yes, 1 shall wear robes like this,”” she said
dreamily, drawing the flowing drapery over her knees clad in
the little linen trousers, and scanning the effect; “ they would
trail behind me—so0.” Her bare feet peeped out below the
hem, and again we all laughed, the little brown toes looked
so comical coming out from the silk and the snowy embroid-
eries. She came down to reality again, looked at us, looked
at herself. and for the first time seemed to comprehend the
difference. Then suddenly she threw herself down on the
ground like a little animal, and buried her head in her arms.
She would not speak, she would not look up: she only re-
laxed one arm a little to take in Drollo, and then lay mo-
tionless.  Drollo looked at us out of one eye solemnly from
his uncomfortable position, as much as to say: “No use;
leave her to me.” So after a while we went away and left
them there.

That evening 1 heard a low knock at my door. “Come
in,” I said. and Felipa entered. I hardly knew her. She was
dressed in a flowered muslin gown which had probably be-
longed to her mother, and she wore her grandmother’s stock-
ins and lange baggy slippers: on her mat of curly hair was
perched a high-crowned. stiff white cap adorned with a rib-
bon streamer: and her lank little neck, coming out of the big
pown, was decked with a chain of large sea-beans, like ex-
agwerated lovhets.  She carried a Cuban fan in her hand
which was as lanre as a parasol, and Drollo, walking behind,
taidy clanked with the chain of sea-shells which she had
wound arvund him from head to tail.  The droll tableau and
the supreme pride on Felipa's countenance overcame me, and
1 lghad aloud. A sudden cloud of rage and disappoint-
ment came over the poor child's face: she threw her cap on
the floor and stampad on it she tore off her necklace and
winthed herseif out of her big tlowered gown, and, running to
Dally, nearly strangled him in her fierce efforts to drag off
lun ahell chains.  Then, a half-dressed, wild little phantom,
ahe verzad e by the skirts and dragyed me toward the look-
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“ Funny little monkey ! ” said my friend, passively allow-
ing the embrace.

“ Me too,” said Edward, bending down. Then I carried
my bundle back satisfied. .

The next day Felipa and I in secret began our labors:
hers consisted in worrying me out of my life and spoiling
material —mine in keeping my temper and trying to sew.
The result, however, was satisfactory, never mind how we
got there. I led Christine out one afternoon: Edward fol-
lowed. “ Do you like tableaux ?” I said. “There is one I
have arranged for you.”

Felipa sat on the edge of the low, square-curbed Spanish
well, and Drollo stood behind her, his great yellow body and
solemn head serving as a background. She wore a brown
petticoat barred with bright colors, and a little scarlet bodice
fitting her slender waist closely; a chemisette of soft cream-
color with loose sleeves covered her neck and arms, and set
off the dark hues of her cheeks and eyes; and around her
curly hair a red scarf was twisted, its fringed edges forming
a drapery at the back of the head, which, more than anything
else, seemed to bring out the latent character of her face.
Brown moccasins, red stockings, and a quantity of bright
beads completed her costume.

“By Jove!” cried Edward, “the little thing is almost
pretty.”

Felipa understood this, and a great light came into her
face : forgetting her pose, she bounded forward to Christine’s
side. “I am pretty, then?” she said with exultation; “I
am pretty, then, after all? For now you yourself have said
it—have said it.”

“ No, Felipa,” I interposed, “ the gentleman said it.” For
the child had a curious habit of confounding the two iden-
tities which puzzled me then as now. But this afternoon,
this happy afternoon, she was content, for she was allowed to
sit at Christine’s feet and look up into her fair face unmolest-
ed. I was forgotten, as usual.
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going into camp with Drollo, and refusing to come to dinner
in spite of old Dominga’s calls and beckonings. At last the
patient old grandmother went down herself to the end of the
long walk where they were, with some bread and venison on
a plate. Felipa ate but little, but Drollo, after waiting politely
until she had finished, devoured everything that was left in
his calmly hungry way, and then sat back on his haunches
with one paw on the plate, as though for the sake of memory.
Drollo’s hunger was of the chronic kind ; it seemed impos-
sible either to assuage it or to fill him. There was a gaunt-
leanness about him which I am satisfied no amount of food
could ever fatten. I think he knew it too, and that accounted
for his resignation. At length, just before sunset, the boat
returned, floating up the marsh with the tide, old Bartolo
steering and managing the brown sails. Felipa sprang up
joyfully ; I thought she would spring into the boat in her
eagerness. What did she receive for her long vigil? A short
word or two; that was all. Christine and Edward had quar-
reled.

How do lovers quarrel ordinarily ? But I should not ask
that, for these were no ordinary lovers: they were extraor-
dinary.

“ You should not submit to her caprices so readily,” I said
the next day while strolling on the barren with Edward. (He
was not so much cast down, however, as he might have
been.)

“1 adore the very ground her foot touches, Kitty.”

“I know it. But how will it end?”

“I will tell you: some of these days I shall win her, and
then—she will adore me.”

Here Felipa came running after us, and Edward immedi-
ately challenged her to a race: a game of romps began. If
Christine had been looking from her window she might have
thought he was not especially disconsolate over her absence ;
but she was not looking. She was never looking out of any-
thing or for anybody. She was always serenely content where
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you two,” I said. “Itis a case of color-blindness, as it were
—supposing you two were colors.” N

“ Which we are not,” replied Christine carelessly. “ Do
not stray off into mysticism, Catherine.”

« It is not mysticism ; it is a study of character—"

“ Where there is no character,” replied my friend.

I gave it up, but I said to myself: “ Fate, in the next
world make me one of those long, lithe, light-haired women,
will you? I want to see how it feels.”

Felipa’s foot was well again, and spring had come. Soon
we must leave our lodge on the edge of the pine-barren, our
outlook over the salt-marsh, with the river sweeping up twice a
day, bringing in the briny odors of the ocean ; soon we should
see no more the eagles far above us or hear the night-cry of
the great owls, and we must go without the little fairy flowers
of the barren, so small that a hundred of them scarcely made
a tangible bouquet, yet what beauty! what sweetness! In
my portfolio were sketches and studies of the salt-marsh, and
in my heart were hopes. Somebody says somewhere : “ Hope
is more than a blessing ; it is a duty and a virtue.” But I fail
to appreciate preserved hope—hope put up in cans and served
out in seasons of depression. I like it fresh from the tree,
And so when I hope it s hope, and not that well-dried, monot-
onous cheerfulness which makes one long to throw the per-
sistent smilers out of the window. Felipa danced no more
on the barrens ; her illness had toned her down; she seemed
content to sit at our feet while we talked, looking up dreamily
into our faces, but no longer eagerly endeavoring to compre-
hend. We were there ; that was enough.

“She is growing like a reed,” I said; “her illness has left
her weak.”

“-Minded,” suggested Christine.

At this moment Felipa stroked the lady’s white hand ten-
derly and laid her brown cheek against it.

“Do you not feel reproached ? ” I said.

“Why? Must we give our love to whoeverloves us? A
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writhing, wild little body he held until it lay exhausted in his
arms. “Iam glad I did it,” said the child, looking up into
his face with her inflexible eyes. “ Put me down—put me
down, I say, by the gracious sefiora, that I may die with the
trailing of her white robe over me.” And the old grand-
mother with trembling hands received her and laid her down
mutely at Christine’s feet.

Ah, well! Felipa did not die. The poisons racked but
did not kill her, and the snake must have spared the little thin
brown neck so despairingly offered to him. We went away ;
there was nothing for us to do but to go away as quickly as
possible and leave her to her kind. To the silent old grand-
father I said: “ It will pass; she is but a child.”

“She is nearly twelve, sefiora. Her mother was married
at thirteen.” .

“But she loved them both alike, Bartolo. It is nothing ;
she does not know.”

“ You are right, lady; she does not know,” replied the old
man slowly ; “but 7 know. It was two loves, and the strong-
er thrust the knife.”
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must, indeed, have been a strong one, the unregenerated hu-
morist would have thought, to “keep up ” such a weight as
hers. But Bro was not a humorist : that Mrs. Manning was
fat was no more to him than that he himself was lean. He
had the most implicit belief in the romance of her life, upon
which she often expatiated ; he knew all about the first time
she saw him, and how she felt; he knew every detail of the
courtship. This was only when Marion was absent, how-
ever ; the mother, voluble as she was, said but little on that
subject when her daughter was in the room.

“ But Miss Marion is happy,” again said Bro, when the
suitorless period was now five years old.

“ No, she is not,” replied the mother this time. “She be-
gins to feel that her life is colorless and blank; I can see she
does. She is not an ordinary girl, and needlework and house-
keeping do not content her. If she had an orphan asylum to
manage, now, or something of that kind— But, dear me!
what would suit her best, I do believe, would be drilling a
regiment,” added Mrs. Manning, her comfortable amplitude
heaving with laughter. “She is as straight as a ramrod al-
ways, for all her delicate, small bones. What she would like
best of all, I suppose, would be keeping accounts; she will
do a sum now rather than any kind of embroidery, and a
page of figures is fairly meat and drink to her. That Miss
Drough has, I fear, done her more harm than good : you can
not make life exactly even, like arithmetic, nor balance quan-
tities, try as you may. And, whatever variety men may suc-
ceed in getting, we women have to put up with a pretty
steady course of subtraction, I notice.”

“I am sorry you do not think she is happy,” said Bro
thoughtfully.

“There you go!” said Mrs, Manning. “I do not mean
that she is exactly wzhappy; but you never understand
things, Bro.”

“I know it; I have had so little experience,” said the
other. But Bro’s experience, large or small, was a matter of
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« And Miss Marion dislikes it? I hope 7 do not do it
then,” said Bro simply.

“ Well, no,” replied Mrs. Manning. “ You see, your feet
are rather long, Bro.”

They were; it would have taken a giant’s chair to give
them space enough to twist.

So Bro's life went on : the saw-mill to give him bread and
clothes, Mrs. Manning to listen to, the flowers to water, and,
at every other leisure moment night and day, his inventions.
For there were several, all uncompleted : a valve for a steam-
engine, an idea for a self-register, and, incidentally, a screw.
He had most confidence in the valve; when completed, it
would regenerate the steam-engines of the world. The self-
register gave him more trouble; it haunted him, but would
not come quite right. He covered pages of paper with cal-
culations concerning it. He had spent about twenty thousand
hours, all told, over that valve and register during his eleven
vears at the saw-mill, and had not once been tired. He had
not vet applied for patents, although the screw was complete.
That was a trifle: he would wait for his more important
works.

One day old Mr. Vickery, having watched the superinten-
dent roll safely past down the road on his way to Bridge No.
2, left his charge in the care of old Julius for the time being,
and walked up the track toward Wilbarger. It was the
shortest road to the village—indeed, the only road ; but one
could go by water. Before the days of the railroad, the
Vickerys always went by water, in a wide-cushioned row-
baat, with four pairs of arms to row. It was a great day, of
course, when the first locomotive came over Vickery Marsh ;
but ald Mr. Vickery was lamentably old-fashioned, and pre-
ferred the small days of the past, with the winding, silver
channels and the row-boat, and the sense of wide possession
and isolation produced by the treeless, green expanse which
acparated him from the town. To-day, however, he did not
stop to think of these things, but hastened on as fast as his
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her words as she spoke them. “ Who but old Mr. Vickery’s
grandson, Lawrence, his only living grandchild! He went
away thirteen years ago, and one of the sweetest boys I ever
knew he was then.—You remember him, Marion.”

“I remember a boy,” answered Marion briefly. “He
never would finish any game, no matter what it was, but
always wanted to try something new.”

* Like his mother,” said Mrs. Manning, heaving a reminis-
cent sigh, and then laughing. “Sally Telfair used to change
about the things in her work-basket and on her table every
day of her life. Let me see—Lawrence must be twenty-eight
now.”

“ He has come back, I suppose, to take care of his grand-
father in his old age,” said Bro, who was eating his dinner in
large, slow mouthfuls, in a manner which might have been
called ruminative if ruminating animals were not generally
fat.

“Yes, of course,” replied Mrs. Manning, with her com-
fortable belief in everybody’s good motives.

When Marion and her mother returned home the next
day at dusk a third person was with them as they walked
along the track, their figures outlined clearly against the orange
after-glow in the west. Bro, who had come across for his tea,
saw them, and supposed it was young Vickery. He supposed
correctly. Young Vickery came in, staid to tea, and spent
the evening. Bro, as usual, went over to the mill. The next
day young Vickery came again, and the next; the third day
the Mannings went over to the island. Then it began over
again.

“1 do hope, Bro, that your dinners have been attended to
properly,” said Mrs. Manning, during the second week of
these visitations.

“ Oh, yes, certainly,” replied Bro, who would have eaten
broiled rhinoceros unnoticingly.

“You see Mr. Vickery has the old-time ideas about com-
pany and visiting to celebrate a great occasion, and Lawrence’s
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color rising in her cheeks. “It is not a matter of opinion one
way or the other, but of fact. You either have lived in Bohe-
mia, or you have not.” .

“ Well, then, 1 have,” said Vickery, laughing.

“ There! Marion,” exclaimed Mrs. Manning triumphantly.

Vickery, overcome by mirth, turned to Bro, as if for re-
lief ; Bro was at least a man.

But Bro returned his gaze mildly, comprehending nothing.

“ Going over to the mill? ” said Vickery. “I'll go with
you, and have a look about.”

They went off together, and Vickery examined the mill
from top to bottom ; he measured the logs, inspected the en-
gine, chaffed the negroes, climbed out on the roof, put his
head into Bro’s cell-like bedroom, and came at last to the
locked door.

“ What have we here? " he asked.

“Only a little workshop of mine, which I keep locked,”
replied Bro.

“So I see. But what’s inside ? "

“ Nothing of much consequence—as yet,” replied the other,
unable to resist adding the adverb.

“You must let me in,” said Vickery, shaking the door.
“I never could abide a secret. Come, Bro; I won’ttell. Let
me in, or I shall climb up at night and break in,” he added
gayly.

Bro stood looking at him in silence. Eleven years had he
labored there alone, too humble to speak voluntarily of his
labors ; too insignificant, apparently, for questions from others.
Although for the most part happy over his work, there were
times when he longed for a friendly ear to talk to, for other
eyes to criticise, the sympathy of other minds, the help of
other hands. At these moments he felt drearily lonely over
his valve and register ; they even seemed to mock him. He
was not imaginative, yet occasionally they acted as if moved
by human motives, and, worse still, became fairly devilish in
their crooked perverseness, Nobody had ever asked before








































































260 KING DAVID.

“Never mind the glasses, Tom. Surely you can spell
‘bag’ without them.” :

“Dey helps, Mars King David,” replied old Tom with
solemn importance. He then adorned himself with the spec-
tacles, and spelled it—“g, a, b.”

But the old people enjoyed their lesson immensely; no
laughter, no joking broke the solemnity of the scene, and
they never failed to make an especial toilet—much shirt-col-
lar for the old men, and clean turbans for the old women.
They seemed to be generally half-crippled, poor old crea-
tures; slow in their movements as tortoises, and often un-
wieldy ; their shoes were curiosities of patches, rags, strings,
and carpeting. But sometimes a fine old black face was
lifted from the slow-moving bulk, and from under wrinkled
eyelids keen sharp eyes met the master’s, as intelligent as his
own.

There was no church proper in Jubilee. On Sundays, the
people, who were generally Baptists, assembled in the school-
room, where services were conducted by a brother who had
“de gif’ ob preachin’,” and who poured forth a flood of Scrip-
ture phrases with a volubility, incoherence, and earnestness
alike extraordinary. Presbyterian David attended these ser-
vices, not only for the sake of example, but also because he
steadfastly believed in “the public assembling of ourselves
together for the worship of Almighty God.”

“Perhaps they understand him,” he thought, noting the
rapt black faces, ““and I, at least, have no right to judge .
them—I, who, with all the lights I have had, still find myself
unable to grasp the great doctrine of Election.” For David
had been bred in Calvinism, and many a night, when younger
and more hopeful of arriving at finalities, had he wrestled
with its problems. He was not so sure, now, of arriving at
finalities either in belief or in daily life; but he thought the
fault lay with himself, and deplored it.

The Yankee schoolmaster was, of course, debarred from
intercourse with those of his own color in the neighborhood.
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“No,” replied the planter; “nor any person of my ac-
quaintance.” ’

“Then incompetent, and, I fear, evil-minded men will be
put into office.”

“Of course—the certain result of negro voting.”

“But if you, sir, and the class to which you belong, would
exert yourselves, I am inclined to think much might be done.
The breach will only grow broader every year; act now,
while you have still influence left.”

“Then you think that we have influence?” said the
planter.

He was curious concerning the ideas of this man, who,
although not like the typical Yankee exactly, was yet plainly a
fanatic ; while as to dress and air—why, Zip, his old valet, had
more polish.

“ I know at least that I have none,” said David. Then he
came a step nearer. ‘Do you think, sir,” he began slowly,
“that I have gone to work in the wrong way? Would it
have been wiser to have obtained some post of authority over
them—the office of justice of the peace, for instance, with
power of arrest?”

“ I know nothing about it,” said the planter curtly, touch-
ing his horse with his whip and riding on. He had no inten-
tion of stopping to discuss ways and means with an abolition
schoolmaster !

Things grew from bad to worse at Jubilee. Most of the
men had been field-hands; there was but little intelligence
among them. The few bright minds among David’s pupils
caught the specious arguments of the Captain, and repeated
them to the others. The Captain explained how much power
they held; the Captain laid before them glittering plans ; the
Captain said that by good rights each family ought to have a
plantation to repay them for their years of enforced labor; the
Captain promised them a four-story brick college for their
boys, which was more than King David had ever promised,
teacher though he was. They found out that they were tired













270 KING DAVID. .

“1 have come, friends,” he said, “to make a proposition
to you. You, on your side, have nothing laid up for the win-
ter, and I, on my side, am anxious to have your work. I
have a field, you know, a cotton-field ; what do you say to
going to work there, all of you, for a month? I will agree to
pay you more than any man about here pays, and you shall
have the cash every Monday morning regularly. We will
hold a meeting over at Jubilee, and you shall choose your
own overseer; for I am very ignorant about cotton-fields ; I
must trust to you. What do you say?”

The men looked at each other, but no one spoke.

“ Think of your little children without clothes.”

Still silence.

“I have not succeeded among you,” continued the teacher,
*“as well as I hoped to succeed. You do not come to school
any more, and I suppose it is because you do not like me.”

Something like a murmur of dissent came from the group.
The voice went on :

“I have thought of something I can do, however. 1 can
write to the North for another teacher to take my place, and
he shall be a man of your own race; one who is educated,
and, if possible, also a clergyman of your own faith. You
can have a little church then, and Sabbath services. As soon
as he comes, I will yield my place to him; but, in the mean
time, will you not cultivate that field for me? I ask it as a
favor. It will be but for a little while, for, when the new
teacher comes, I shall go—unless, indeed,” he added, looking
around with a smile that was almost pathetic in its appeal,
“ you should wish me to stay.”

There was no answer. He had thrown out this last little
test question suddenly. It had failed.

“I am sorry 1 have not succeeded better at Jubilee,” he
said after a short pause—and his voice had altered in spite of
his self-control—* but at least you will believe, I hope, that I
have tried.”

“Dat’s so”; “Dat’s de trouf,” said one or two; the rest
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“ Come along, boys,” said this jovial leader; “ we’ll have
suthin’ to drink the health of this tremenjous soldier in—this
fellow as fought so hard for you and for your freedom. 1 al-
ways thought he looked like a fighting man, with them fine
broad shoulders of his!” He laughed loudly, and the men
trooped into the store after him. The schoolmaster, alone
outside, knew that his chance was gone. He turned away
and took the homeward road. One of his plans had failed ;
there remained now nothing save to carry out the other.

Prompt as usual, he wrote his letter as soon as he reached
his cabin, asking that another teacher, a colored man if pos-
sible, should be sent down to take his place.

“I fear I am not fitted for the work,” he wrote. “I take
shame to myself that this is so; yet, being so, I must not hin-~
der by any disappointed strivings the progress of the great
mission. I will go back among my own kind ; it may be that
some whom I shall teach may yet succeed where'I have failed.”
The letter could not go until the next morning. He went out
and walked up and down in the forest. A sudden impulse
came to him; he crossed over to the schoolhouse and rang
the little tinkling belfry-bell. His evening class had disbanded
some time before; the poor old aunties and uncles crept off
to bed very early now, in order to be safely out of the way
when their disorderly sons and grandsons came home. But
something moved the master to see them all together once
more. They came across the green, wondering, and entered
the schoolroom ; some of the younger wives came too, and
the children. The master waited, letter in hand. When they

" were all seated—

“ Friends,” he said, “I have called you together to speak
to you of a matter which lies very near my own heart. Things
are not going on well at Jubilee. The men drink; the children
go in rags. Is this true?”

Groans and slow assenting nods answered him. One old
woman shrieked out shrilly, “ It is de Lord’s will,” and rocked
her body to and fro.
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“You see, sah, how it is ; you see, Mars King David,” he
said, waving his hand apologetically, ““ a color'd man will un-
nerstan us, ‘specially ef he hab lib’d at de Souf; we don't
want no Nordern free niggahs hyar. But a 'spectable color'd
preacher, now, would be de makin’ ob Jubilee, fo’ dis worl’
an’ de nex’.”

“Fo’ dis worl’ and de nex’,” echoed the old woman.

“ Qur service to you, sah, all de same,”’ continued Scipio,
with a grand bow of ceremony; “but you hab nebber gusze
unnerstan us, sah, nebber quite; an’ you can nebber do much
fo’ us, sah, on ‘count ob dat fack—ef you’ll'scuse my saying
so. But it is de trouf, We give you our t’anks and our con-
gratturrurlations, an’ we hopes you'll go j'yful back to your
own people, an’ be a shining light to ‘em for ebbermore.”

“ A shinin’ light for ebbermore,” echoed the rest. One
old woman, inspired apparently by the similarity of words,
began a hymn about “ the shining shore,” and the whole as-
sembly, thinking no doubt that it was an appropriate and
complimentary termination to the proceedings, joined in with
all their might, and sang the whole six verses through with.
fervor.

“ I should like to shake hands with you all as you go out,”
said the master, when at last the song was ended, “and—and
I wish, my friends, that you would all remember me in your
prayers to-night before you sleep.”

What a sight was that when the pale Caucasian, with the
intelligence of generations on his brow, asked for the prayers
of these sons of Africa, and gently, nay, almost humbly, re-
ceived the pressure of their black, toil-hardened hands as they
passed out ! They had taught him a great lesson, the lesson
of a failure.

The schoolmaster went home, and sat far into the night,
with his head bowed upon his hands. “ Poor worm!” he
thought—* poor worm ! who even went so far as to dream of
saying, ‘Here am I, Lord, and these brethren whom thou
hast given me !’”



KING DAVID. 275

The day came for him to go; he shouldered his bag and
started away. At a turn in the road, some one was waiting
for him; it was dull-faced Esther with a bunch of flowers,
the common flowers of her small garden-bed. * Good-by,
Esther,” said the master, touched almost to tears by the sight
of the solitary little offering.

“ Good-by, mars,” said Esther. But she was not moved ;
she had come out into the woods from a sort of instinct, as a
dog follows a little way down the road to look after a depart-
ing carriage.

“ David King has come back home again, and taken the
district school,” said one village gossip to another.

“Has he,now? Didn't find the blacks what he expected,
I guess.”
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* Every rose. you sang, has i them ;
But this has none, I know.™

She clasped my rival’s rese
Over her breast of smow.

1 bowed to hide my paim,
With a man’s snskilifel sre ;
1 moved my fips, and could sot say
The thorn was in my heast.
Woziam Dxax Howmus

* INSTEAD of going through the whole book, you can read
this abstract, Miss Homor.”

The speaker drew forth five or six sheets of paper, closely
covered with fine, small handwriting. The letters were not
in the least beautiful, or even straight, if you examined them
closely, for they carried themselves crookedly, and never twice
alike ; but, owing to their extreme smallness, and the careful
way in which they stood on the line, rigidly particular as to
their feet, although their spines were misshapen, they looked
not unlike a regiment of little humpbacked men, marching
with extreme precision, and daring you to say that they were
crooked. Stephen Wainwright had partly taught himself this
hand, and partly it was due to temperament. He despised a
clerkly script ; yet he could not wander down a page, or blur
his words, any more than he could wander down a street, or
blur his chance remarks ; in spite of himself, he always knew
exactly where he was going, and what he intended to say.
He was not a man who attracted attention in any way. He












280 UP IN THE BLUE RIDGE.

farm-women meet at the mill-block there is much talking in
the chipped-off mountain dialect; but they sit on their horses
without dismounting, strong, erect, and not uncomely, with
eyes like eagles’, yet often toothless in their prime, in the
strange rural-American way, which makes one wonder what
it was in the life of the negro slaves which gives their grand-
children now such an advantage in this over the descendants
alike of the whites of Massachusetts Bay and the plantations
of the Carolinas. When the farmers meet at the mill-block,
they dismount and sit down in a row, not exactly on their
heels, but nearly so: in reality, they sit, or squat, on their
feet, nothing of them touching the ground save the soles of
their heavy shoes, the two tails of their blue homespun coats
being brought round and held in front. In this position they
whittle and play with their whips, or eat the giant apples of
the mountains. Large, iron-framed men, they talk but slow-
ly; they are content apparently to go without those finer
comprehensions and appreciations which other men covet ;
they are content to be almost as inarticulate as their horses—
honest beasts, with few differences save temper and color of
hide. Across the road from the mill, but within sound and
sight of its wheel, is Ellerby Library. It is a small wooden
building, elevated about five feet above the ground, on four
corner supports, like a table standing on four legs. Daylight
shines underneath ; and Northern boys, accustomed to close
foundations, would be seized with temptations to run under
and knock on the floor: the mountain boys who come to the
mill, however, are too well acquainted with the peculiarities
of the library to find amusement in them; and, besides, this
barefooted cavalry cherishes, under its homespun jacket, an
awkward respect for the librarian.

This librarian is Honor Dooris, and it is to her Stephen
‘Wainwright now presents his sheets of manuscript.

“You think I have an odd handwriting ?” he said.

“Yes,” answered the librarian; “I should not think you
would be proud of it.”
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He was for ever adding up different opinions to find the same
constantly recurring sum total of “no consequence.” After
each experience of the kind he went back into lime-light, and
played at kingship for a while. He had been doing this for
twenty years.

One day he came to Ellerby on the top of the stage.

Nine Methodist ministers in the inside, returning from a mis- .

sionary meeting, had made the lonely road over the moun-
tains echo with their hearty hymns. One small brother
climbed out at the half-way station on the suramit, and, after
drinking copiously from the spring, clasped his hands behind
him and admired the prospect. 'Wainwright looked at him,
not cynically, but with his usual expressionless gaze. The
little minister drank again, and walked up and down. After
a few moments he drank a third time, and continued to ad-
mire the prospect. Wainwright recalled vaguely the Biblical
injunction, “ Take a little wine for thy stomach’s sake,” when,
behold ! the small minister drank a fourth time hastily, and
then, as the driver gathered up the reins, a last and hearty
fifth time, before climbing up to the top, where Wainwright
sat alone.

“I am somewhat subject to vertigo,” he explained, as he
took his seat; “I will ride the rest of the way in the open air,
with your permission, sir.”

Wainwright looked at him. * Perhaps he was weighting
himself down with water,” he thought.

The brother had, indeed, very little else to make weight
with: his small body was enveloped in a long linen duster,
his head was crowned with a tall hat ; he might have weighed
one hundred pounds. He could not brace himself when they
came to rough places, because his feet did not reach the floor;
but he held on manfully with both hands, and begged his
companion’s pardon for sliding against him so often.

“I am not greatly accustomed to the stage,” he said; «I
generally travel on horseback.”

“Is there much zeal in your district? " said Wainwright.
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his side; but, whenever he righted himself for a moment, he
either poked Wainwright or winked at him, not lightly or
jocularly, but with a certain anxious, concealed earnestness
which was evidently real. “Head is my name,” he whispered
again ; “better write it down—Bethuel Head.” And when
Wainwright, who generally did imperturbably whatever other
people asked him to do, finding it in the.end the least trouble,
finally did write it down, the little man seemed relieved.
« Their blood has dyed the pure mountain-streams,” he whis-~
pered solemnly, as the coach crept down a dark gorge with

" the tree-branches sweeping its sides; “but I shall go out,
yea, I shall go out as did David against Goliath, and save one
man—one!”’

“Do,” said Stephen. What the little brother meant he
neither knew nor cared to know; going through life without
questions he had found to be the easiest way. Besides, he
was very tired. He had never “rejoiced in his strength,”
even when he was young; he had always had just enough to
carry him through, with nothing over. The seven hours on the
mountain-road, which climbed straight up on one side of the
Blue Ridge, and straight down on the other, now over solid
rock, now deep in red clay, now plunging through a break-
neck gorge, now crossing a rushing stream so often that the
route seemed to be principally by water, had driven him into
the dull lethargy which was the worst ailment he knew; for
even his illnesses were moderate. He fell asleep mentally,
and only woke at the sound of a girl’s voice.

It was twilight, and the stage had stopped at Ellerby Mill.
Two of the ministers alighted there, to take horse and go over
solitary roads homeward to small mountain-villages, one ten,
one fifteen miles away. Brother Bethuel was leaning over
the side, holding on to his tall hat, and talking down to a
young girl who stood at the edge of the roadway on a bank
of ferns.

“Masters is better, Miss Honor,” he said, “or was the last
time I saw him; I do not think there is any present danger.”










































3o2 UP IN THE BLUE RIDGE.

Wamwright threw back his bead and laughed out loud,
as e “ad rot laughed for years.

=1 am not sure but that it is 2 compliment,” he said at
last: ~ 0o one has ever taken me for anything particular be-
fore m 2l my ife.” Then, when be was sober, «Miss Doo-
ris,” ke saxd. = [ am a man of leisure, residing in New York;
amd 1 am sorry o say that I am an idle vagabond, with no
occapaton even so useful as that of a revenve detective.”

I spxte of khimself, however, a touch of contempt filtered
nto bis voice.  Then it came to him how the ciub-men would
be came to kimself, Honor was crying.

1L

YEs. Honor was arying.  The dire mistake, the contempt,
and. woese than all, the langhter, bad struck the proud little
Socthern girl to the heart. .

= My dear child.” said Wainwright, all the gentleman in
kim arcused at once. - why should you care for so small and
rarzral a mistake? It is ail clear to me now. I gave no ac-
cceat of myself coming over on the stage; I remember, too,
that I spoke of the moontight whisky-makers myself, and that
I made no efort to find out what Mr. Head was alluding
to when ke talked on in his mysterious way. It is my usual
enpardonabie laziness which has brought you to this error.
Pray forgive it.”

Honor cried on, unable to stop, but his voice and words
had soothed her; he stood beside her, hat in hand, and after
a few moments she summoned self-control enough to dry her
eves and put down her handkerchief. But her eyelashes were
still wet, her breath came tremulously, and there was a crim-
son spot on each cheek. She looked, at that moment, not
more than fifteen years old, and Wainwright sat down, this
time nearer to her, determined to make her feel easier. He
banished the subject of her mistake at once, and began talk-
ing to her about herself. He asked many questions, and she
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laid his head upon his arms on the table and cried like a child.
Honor went out of the room hastily ; she hardly noticed that
Stephen was with her. When she reached the ravine, she,
too, sank down on the grass, out of sight of the house, and
sobbed as though her heart would break. - Stephen looked at
her irresolutely, then moved away some paces, and, sitting
down on a stump, waited. Honor had danced with Allison :
could it be—but no; it was only the sudden horror of the
thing.

Allison was buried in the little village churchyard ; the
whole country-side came to the funeral. The old Episcopal
rector read the burial-service, and his voice shook a little as
the young head was laid low in the deep grave. Brother
Bethuel had come down from the mountains on Marcher, and
had asked permission to lead the singing; he stood by the
grave, and, with uncovered head and uplifted eyes, sang with
marvelous sweetness and power an old Methodist hymn, in
which all the throng soon joined.. The young girls who had
danced at the ball sobbed aloud. Honor alone stood tearless;
but she had brought her choicest roses to lay over the dead
boy’s feet, where no one could see them, and she had stooped
and kissed his icy forehead in the darkened room before he
was carried out: Stephen saw her doit. After the funeral,
Brother Bethuel and Honor went away together ; Stephen re-
turned to the inn. Adelaide had taken upon herself the task
of answering the letters, Allison had no father or mother,
but his other relatives and friends were writing. Royce, his
one young burst of grief over, went about sternly, his whole
soul set on revenge. Now troops came: an officer of the
United States army had been killed, and the Department was
aroused at last. There were several officers at Ellerby now,
older men than Allison and more experienced ; a new expe-
dition was to be sent into the mountains to route these ban-
ditti and make an end of them. Royce was going as guide ;
he knew where the former attack had been made, and he
knew, also, the detective’s reasons for suspecting Eagle Knob,
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dotted, uneven bed, hid the sound of his footsteps as
climbed up the steep bank, ran forwa.rd and came down
the road in advance of her.

“ Where are you going, Miss Honor ? ” he said, show
himself, and speaking quietly.

She started back, and gasped out his name.

“Yes, it is I,” he answered, “ Stephen Wainwright. I
alone ; you need not be frightened.”

She came close up to him and took his hand.

“ Do not stop me,” she said entreatingly. “I am on
errand of life and death!”

« 1 will go in your place, Honor.”

“You can not.”

“Yes, I can. But yox shall not.”

“ Will you betray me, then?” she said, in an agoni
tone.

“No ; but you will tell me what it is, and I will go
you.”

“1I tell you, you can not go.”

“Why?"”

“You do not know ; and, besides—you would not.”

“1 will do anything you ask me to do,” said Stephen.

“ Anything ? ”

“ Anything.”

She hesitated, looking at him.

“ Do you give me your word ? ”

“1 do.”

“ But—but it is an enormous thing you are doing for r

“I know it is.”

“Oh, let me go—let me go myself!” she cried sudde
with a half sob; “it is so much better.”

« I will never let you go,” said Stephen. His voice was
flexible. She surveyed him tremulously, hopelessly ; then ¢
down upon her knees, praying, but not to him. Stephen 1
off his hat, and waited, bareheaded. It was but a mom
then she rose. “My cousin, Richard Eliot, my uncle’s el
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Head. There was; but she had gone, with her five offspring,
to visit her mother in Tennessee. .

“Then,” said Stephen, “take me immediately to Richard
Eliot.” .

The little minister stared innocently at his guest.

“Take you where?”" he repeated, with surprised face.

“Come,” said Stephen, “you need not conceal. Miss
Dooris herself sent me. I am to warn this Eliot that the
troops are on the way—have probably already left Ellerby.”

The little man, convinced, sprang for his lantern, lighted
it, and hurried out, followed by Wainwright. He ran more
than he walked; he climbed over the rocks; he galloped
down the gullies and up the other side; he said not a word,
but hurried, closely followed by Stephen, who was beginning
to feel spent, until he reached the foot of a wall of rock, the
highest ledge of Eagle Knob. Here he stood still and whistled.
Stephen sat down, and tried to recover his breath. After a
moment or two a whistle answered from above, and the mis-
sionary imitated the cry of a night-bird, one, two, three times.
He then sat down beside Wainwright, and wiped his fore- -
head. “He will be here in 2 moment,” he said. In a short
time, coming up as if from the bowels of the mountain, a
figure stood beside them. Brother Bethuel had closed the
slide of his lantern, and Wainwright could not see the face.
“ Miss Dooris sent me,” he began. “I am to warn you that
the troops are on their way hither to-night, and that they have
a clew to your hiding-place.”

“Who are you ?” said the man.

«1 am Miss Dooris’s messenger ; that is enough.”

The man muttered an oath.

Brother Bethuel lifted up his hands with a deprecating
gesture.

“You do not mean it, Richard; you know you do not.—
Lord, forgive him !”” he murmured.

“Well, what am I to do?” said the man. *“Did she send
any word ? "
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“ And when will you return with the money?”

“Some time to-morrow.” .

“I will go with you as far as the road,” said Brother
Bethuel; “I want to see if the troops are near.”

“Who is this Eliot ?” asked Stephen, as they went down
the glen.

“The Colonel’s eldest son, the only child by the first wife.
His father has heard nothing of him for several years; it is
the grief of the old man’s life.”

“What is he doing here?”

“Well, he is a wild boy—always was,” said Brother
Bethuel reluctantly. “Lately he has been living with a gang
of these whisky-men.”

“ And Miss Dooris knows it? "

“Yes. He was always fond of Honor when she was a
child, and latterly he has—has fallen into a way of depending
upon her.”

“Why does he not come out of the woods, go to work,
and behave like a civilized man ? " said Wainwright, in a tone
of disgust. “I have no patience with such fellows.”

“Oh, yes, you have,” said Brother Bethuel earnestly.
“You are going to help him, you know.”

“Well, we will send him far enough away this time—to
Australia, if he will go,” said Stephen. “The country will be
well rid of him.’y

“You do not, perhaps, understand exactly,” said Brother
Bethuel timidly, after a moment’s silence. “Eliot fought all
through the war—fought bravely, nobly. But, when peace
came, there seemed to be no place for him. He was not
adapted to—to commerce; he felt it a degradation. Hence
his present position. But he did not choose it voluntarily;
he—he drifted into it.”

“Yes, as you say, drifted,” said Stephen dryly. “Will the
other men get away in time?”
® “QOh, yes; they are already gone. There is a cave, and a
passage upward through clefts in the rocks to the glen where
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sew, but her mind was astray; Adelaide watched her closely.
Stephen was present, quiet and taciturn as usual. He had
succeeded in conveying to the girl, unobserved, a slip of paper,
on which was written : “ Eliot is hidden in the cellar of Head’s
house. I am going out_there this afternoon, and you may
feel assured that, in a day or two more, he will be out of the
mountains, and in permanent safety.” But he had not been
able to exchange any worde with her.

Royce came in, foiled, tired, and out of temper.

«If it had not been for the little minister, we should have
had nothing at all for our pains,” he said, when, the first an-
noyed heat over, he, having been left in the mean while un-
vexed by questions owing to Adelaide’s tact, began to feel
himself like telling the story. “He heard us down in the road,
came to meet us, and advised us what to do. It seems that
he too has had his suspicions about Eagle Knob, and he took
his lantern and guided us up there. We hunted about and
found one of their hiding-places, showing traces, too, of re-
cent occupation; but we could not find the men or the still.
" The troops will take rations, however, next time, and make a
regular campaign of it : we shall unearth the scoundrels yet.”

“But yox will not think it necessary to go again, John?"”
said Adelaide.

“ Not necessary, but agreeable, Cousin Adelaide. I will
not leave these gnountains until the murderer of Allison is
caught—I was going to say shot, but hanging is better,” said
Royce. -

Honor gazed at him with helpless, fascinated eyes. Mrs.
Kellinger noted the expression. There was evidently another
secret : she had already divined one.

Soon afterward Honor went home, and Stephen did not
accompany her. Adelaide noted that. She noted also that
he sat longer than usual in her parlor after the early dinner,
smoking cigarettes and becoming gradually more and more
deowsy, until at last, newspaper in hand, he sauntered off to
his own room, as if for a ssesza. It was too wgll acted. She
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Brother Bethuel could be heard bringing Marcher around
the house. Stephen made one more effort. In a few, con-
cise words he explained who Eliot was, and his own great
wish to aid him in escaping. With his hand on Royce’s arm,
he called his attention, by a gesture, to Honor.

“Let the man go for my sake and—hers,” he said, in a
low voice, looking up at his young cousin with his small, pale-
colored eyes.

Honor clasped her hands and made a step forward ; she
did not speak, but implored with an entreating gaze. Royce
threw his head back impatiently. All this was nothing to
him. He would have his man, or die for it; they all saw
that. :

Then Eliot, who had watched to see the result of this
pleading, made up his mind.

“ Stand back from the door, or I fire!” he cried, drawing
out his hand, and taking aim at Royce.

He had a pistol, then!

«I give you thirty seconds!”

But Honor, with a wild scream, ran forward, and threw
herself against Royce’s breast, covering it with her shoulders
and head, and raising her arms and hands to shield his face.
He did not hold her or put his arm around her; but she clung
to him with her whole length, as a wet ribbon clings to a
stone.

“ Leave him, Honor!” cried Eliot, in a fury—*“leave him,
or I'll shoot you both!”

“Shoot, then !’ said Honor, looking up into Royce’s face,
and frantically trying to cover every inch of it with her shield-
ing hands.

Stephen ran and caught Eliot’s arm ; Royce, half blinded,
tried to push the girl away; then the sound of the pistol filled
the room. Royce swayed and fell over heavily, carrying
Honor with him as he went down; a ball had entered his
lung under the girl’s arm, in the little space left open by the
inward curve of her waist. Eliot ran by the two, up the stair,.
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some day he will say to her, “ Why should we not be mar-
ried, Adelaide ?”

And she will answer, “ Why not, indeed ? ”

This woman loved him ; the other would never have given
him more than gratitude. What would you have?
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